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The  Geste  of  the  Girdle 


One  hundred  copies  of  this  book  have 
been  printed  at  the  Aldine  Press  in  Pitts- 
burgh, and  the  type  distributed       :      :      : 


To  the  Pitt  Players,  my  Fellow  Students 
of  Drama,  this  Old-Time  Romance  is 
dedicated      :::::::::: 


THIS  indifferent  flower  for  the  employment  of 
Players  is  sprung  from  a  seed,  coffered  of  old 
by  Messire  Nicolas  De  Caen  in  the  Dizavn  of 
Queens,  which  he  fashioned  for  the  delight  of  that  illus- 
trious queen  and  lady,  Isabella  of  Portugal,  and  which  was 
brought  to  the  Garden  of  Our  English  in  later  days  by 
James  Branch  Cable  ::::::::  : 
The  mediaeval  story  has  been  freely  treated  to  meet  the 
requirements  of  dramatic  presentation,  while  historical  and 
legendary  material,  from  French  and  Gaelic  sources,  has 
been  introduced  for  the  sake  of  fancy  and  color.      :      :      : 

University   of  Pittsburgh  G.    M.    P.    B. 

December  25,   1915. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED 

Katharine  of  Valols. 

Alain  of  Erin,  a  minstrel,  later 

Henry  V.,  King  of  England 

Charles  VI.,  the  mad  King  of  France, 
father  of  Katharine. 

Malise,  a  maid-in-waiting  upon  Katharine 

Germain,  a  man-at-arms. 
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PROLOGUE 

To  he  spoken  by  one  in  the  guise  of  a  player. 

ACT  I. 

Scene — A  place  outside  the  orchard  wall  of  the  Convent 
of  Saint  Scholastica,  in  Chartres. 

Time— May,  I4I8. 

AN  INTERLUDE 

By  the  player  of  the  Prologue. 

ACT  IL 

Scene — A  terrace  in  the  gardens  of  the  Hotel  de  Ville,  in 
Troyes. 

Time— May,  1420. 


PROLOGUE 
AND   ACT   I. 


PROLOGUE 


The  curtains  are  parted  by  one  in  the  guise  of  a  wander- 
ing player,  who  advances  and  addresses  the  audience. 

Player 

Good  People: — 

A  humble  company  of  strolling  players, — who  have 
learned  the  ways  of  men  and  of  faeries  from  poets  and 
sorcerers  and  wise  fools,  in  kings'  houses  and  in  beggars' 
houses  and  upon  the  cloud-roofed  hills  of  all  the  world, — 
offer,  for  your  delight,  a  word-weaving  of  the  elder  days 
concerning  the  forgotten  history  of  a  princess  and  a  king, 
whose  souls  God  rest,  for  they  were  lovers. 

He  who  is  player-master  among  us  desires  that  you 
close  your  eyes  until  I  shall  have  evoked  the  potent  spell 
of  Maeve,  Queen  of  all  Faery,  who  hath  power  to  turn 
time  backward  and  to  make  the  red  sand-grains  climb  up- 
ward in  the  glass. 

(  With  incantations^ 

Maeve  of  the  Golden  Head, 
Maeve,  Queen  of  Faery, 
Quicken  years  lost  and  dead, 
Teach  us  old  paths  to  tread, 
Give  back  the  seasons  sped, 
Maeve  of  the  Golden  Head, 
Maeve,  Queen  of  Faery. 
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Since  your  eyelids  closed  upon  the  sun,  almost  five 
hundred  years  have  rolled  backward  at  the  touch  of 
Maeve's  enchanting  wand.  Now,  it  is  May  in  the  Lily- 
land  of  France,  in  the  Year  of  Our  Lord,  one  thousand, 
four  hundred,  eighteen.  The  brilliant  sun  of  mid-morning 
is  shining  down  upon  flower-clad  Chartres  and  glistering 
through  the  orchard  boughs  which  overhang  the  wall 
of  Saint  Scholastica's  Convent,  dappling  the  smooth  lawn 
before  it  with  a  wondrous  pattern  of  pale  gold,  broidered 
upon  a  ground  of  jade-green   shadowings. 

Behind  the  wall,  the  austere  face  of  which  is  softened 
by  the  tendril  fingers  of  vines  that  cling  tip-toe  and 
strive  to  peer  over  it,  the  Princess  Katharine  of  Valois 
has  spent  the  last  twelve  months  under  the  pious  pro- 
tection of  black  robed  nuns,  while  her  mother  Queen  Isa- 
beau,  aided  by  John,  Duke  of  Burgundy,  is  in  Paris  fur- 
thering a  dark  business  of  revenge  against  the  Dauphin 
and  his  Armagnacs,  and  her  father,  the  mad  Charles  VI, 
raves  under  guard  in  some  far-ofF  chateau. 

Now  you  must  know  that  at  dawn  this  morning, 
Henry  V.,  Plantagenet,  King  of  England,  victor  of 
Agincourt  and  besieger  of  Rouen,  has  set  out  a-hawking 
and,  guided  by  that  power  which  some  call  Chance  and 
others  Fate,  is  nearing  the  convent  orchard  wherein  the 
Princess  Katharine  walks  alone.  Here  begins  our  play. 
Adieu;  the  curtains  part.     (Exit  Player) 
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THE    GESTE    OF 
THE  GIRDLE 

ACT     I. 


A  place  outside  the  wall  of  the  Convent  of  St. 
Scholastica  in  Chartres. 

Enter  Alain,  shading  his  eyes  with  his  hand  and  look- 
ing up  at  the  shy. 

Alain 
My  hawk  is  gone,  no  speck  in  the  wide  blue! 
The    serf-bird,   born   to   serve   with   jess    and   bell, 
And  snatch  for  me  swift  quarry  from  the  skies, 
Has  quaffed  the  potion  of  delirious  Spring 
Til,  drunken  with  the  perfumed  winds  of  May 
And  amorous  dalliance  with  some  feathered  fair, 
Knows  toil  no  more,  but  down  the  crystal  roads 
And  up  the  sun-plashed  steeps  of  smiling  heaven, 
By  his  love's  side,  soars  on  forgetful  wing. 

He  throws  himself  indolently  upon  the  greensward 

What's  gone  is  gone:  I'll  hunt  no  more  today, 
But  here  by  Saint  Scholastica's  old  wall 
Take  my  good  ease  and  try  my  English  wit 
At  making  rondels ;   'tis  a  dainty   art 
Wherein  the  French  excel:  could  they  make  war 
With  half  the  skill  they  show  in  poesy, 
Henry  Plantagenet  would  be  grave-deep 
At  Agincourt,  not  here  in  sunny  Chartres 
Making  unmartial  verses  for  love's  sake. 

15 


He  takes  a  lute,  which  is  hung  in  a  ribbon  sling  from 
his  shoulders,  strums  it  and  sings: — 

When  jocund  Youth  fares  forth  in  May 

And  Love,  mid-way,  meets  his  advance 

With  vernal  spells   of  old  romance 

Binding  him, — hand  in  hand  they  stray 

Over   the  hills   and   far   away, 

With  golden  song  and  amorous  glance! 

When  jocund  Youth  fares  forth  in  May 

And  Love,   mid-way   meets   his   advance 

In   dream-woods   where   the   dryads   play 

With  sun-brown  fauns,  and  white  nymphs  dance, 

To  pan-pipes,  where  its  flowered  expanse 

Elysium  joins  to  Arcady: 

When  jocund  Youth   fares   forth  in   May 

And  Love,   mid-way,  meets   his   advance. 

As  the  song  ends,  Alain,  glancing  lazily  upward,  be- 
holds the  smiling  face  of  Katharine,  half  concealed  by  the 
foliage  of  an  old  tree  which  overhangs  the  wall.  He  sits 
up  with  a  start  and  stares  at  her. 

Alain 
I  crave  a  thousand  pardons,  lady  nun, 
That  with  a  worldly  song  of  pagan  love, 
Unwittingly,    I've  mocked   thy    orisons. 

(Impudently) 
But  tell  me,  pray,  does  Benedictine  rule 
Or  black-gown   discipline  demand  that  thou 
Shouldst  sa}^  thy  'Aves'  in  an  apple  tree 
Or  murmur  'Pater  Nosters'  from  a  wall.'' 

Katharine  laughs  gayly  and,  emerging  from  amid 
the  leaves,  leans  her  arms  upon  the  wall.  Alain  leaps  to  his 
feet. 

A  gown  of  Scarlet !  Zounds !  no  nun  art  thou  i  *  *  * 
Black  eyes,   black   tresses,   Valois   nose   and   chin. 
Throat  of  a  swan,  lips  red  as  wild  rose  hips  *  *  * 
Mother  of  God !  thou  'rt  Katharine. 

{He  doffs  his  hunting  cap  in  a  low  bow) 
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Katharine 
{frankly  flirtatious) 

But,  Messire 
Impudence,  how  dost  thou  know  that? 

Al^IN 

I've  seen 
Thy  picture  in  the  palace  of  a  king; 
A  marvelous  painting  by  a  master  brush, 
I  loved  it! 

Katharine 

{demurely) 

Artists  flatter  when  they  paint. 

Alain 
(m  vigorous  denial) 
Perfection  can't  be  flattered !  Now  I  know 
The  daubing  varlet  did  thee  cruel  wrong; 
Had  I  my  way,  he'd  kick  air  gallows-high 
For  that  foul  counterfeit,  which  to  thy  face 
Is  as  Medusa's  unto  Spartan  Helen's 

Katharine 
(mockingly  and  as  if  Alain  were  not  present) 
He  saw  it  in  the  palace  of  a  king? 
No  doubt  when  he  was  serving  meat  and  drink 
Or  when  he  went  to  barber  the  queen's  dog. 

{To  Alain) 

Messire  Scullion, — barber, — flatterer,  who   art  thou 
And  what  wild  land  of  liars  gave  thee  birth? 
Think'st  thou  canst  cozen  me  like  a  kitchen  wench 
Or  red-armed  milk  maid? 

Alain 
{Seating  himself  comfortably   on    the   ground,    his   arms 
about  his  knees) 
Maids  are  all  alike 
When  a  tall  lad  comes  wooing. 
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Katharine 
(pouting) 

So  thou  think'st 
That   Katharine   is   like   a  dairy   lass? 

Alain 
(zmperturbed) 
Thou  turnest  meanings,  Princess,  but  'tis  true 
Thou  hast  two  lips  to  kiss,  two  eyes  to  read, 
Two  wreathing  arms  and  one  sharp,  sweet,  red  tongue, 
And  so  have  dairy  maids ;  they  feel  no  less 
The  mad  warm  surge  o'  the  blood  when  Colin  comes. 
Loam-smelling,  from  the  fields,  than  do  queens'  daughters 
When  they  are  sued  by  scented  emperors. 

Katharine 
(making  a  wry  face) 
Sir  Flatterer  becomes  Sir  Boor. 

Alain 
(matter  of  fact) 

That's  true. 
Katharine 
When   truth's   not   pleasant,   falsehoods   like  me   more, 
But  tell  me,  now,  thy  name  and  rank  and  home. 

Alain 
Alain,  men  call  me 

Katharine 

Then  thou'rt  not  French? 

Alain 
(conscious  of  the  double  meaning) 
France  is  my  country,  but  I  am  not  French. 

Katharine 
(petulantly) 
You  talk  in  riddles;  plainly,  please,  Messire! 
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Alain 
I  am  a  minstrel,  and  it  matters  not 
Where  minstrels  first  see  light;  our  land's  the  world; 
But  if  it  please  thee,  thou  may'st  think  my  home 
Is  Erin,  from  whose  sea-bound  isle  I've  wandered 
To  Spain  and  Araby,  and  twanged  my  lute 
In  many  a  high  king's  hall. 

Katharine 

(Climbing  to  a  seat  on  the  wall  and  composing  herself  to 

hear  a  story) 

And  where  is  Erin? 

Alain 
A  green  isle  loved  by  the  twelve  winds  of  heaven, 
Not  far  from  Faeryland,  walled  by  blue  seas, 
Bounded  above  by  Zion,  and  below 
By  old  Cathay ;  by  some  'tis  named  a.  fief 
To  England's    crown    (grimly) — there's    little    homage 

paid — 
And  others  hold  that  when  Saint  Patrick  passed, 
He  left  no  vicar,  but  rules  it  still  from  Heaven; 
And  that  he'll  come  again,  just  seven  years 
Before  the  Last  Great  Day, — when  time  shall  cease 
And  God  burn  up  the  green  world  with  a  kiss — 
To  those  who  sleep  'twixt  Coluncille  and  his  shield, 
And  marshalling  all  the  clans,  will  lead  them  straight, — 
With  harp  and  bagpipe — into  Paradise 
Before  dark  Gabriel's  trumpet  thunders  doom. 
The  King  of  England . 

Katharine 
(bitterly) 

Have  you  seen  that  devil. 
That  bloody  fiend,  half  dragon  and  half  man.? 

(Alain  smiles  and  nods) 
Tell  me,  is  he  as  ugly  as  they  say, 
A  crooked,  bentbacked  giant  with  gnarled  limbs 
And  Gorgon  face,   a  boar-toothed  murderer, 
Like  Magog  or  the  ogre  Agrapard.^* 
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Alain 

(amused) 

Many  the  slanderous  things  they  say  of  him 
This  Henry — many  hold  him  cruel,  hard, 
Heartless,  ambitious,  stern,  relentless,  cold ; 
Yet  thou'rt  the  first  I've  heard  asperse  his  looks. 


Katharine 
{morh'idly  interested) 


What  is  he  like? 


Alain 

(nonchalantly) 

Well,  very  much  like  me 
Indifferent  handsome,  tawny  headed,  tall, 
Blue  eyed,  a  sword  scar  on  his  cheek,  like  this, 
Sharp  toothed,  perhaps,  but  not  an  Angoulaffre. 

Katharine 

Men  say  he  drinks  the  blood  of  babes  for  wine, 

That  he  was  suckled  by  a  lioness 

And  that  the  villainies  of  all  the  world 

Are  fused  in  him. 

Alain 
(with  dignity) 

Mademoiselle,  I  fear 
Thou  hast  been  misinformed.     I  know  this  king. 
As  though  he  were  Alain,  and  he  is  just 
And  merciful,  not  cruel;  he  is  stern 
Because  he  thinks  that  God  hath  chosen  him, 
A  humble  instrument,  to  quell  the  fires 
Of  hate  and  rebelry  in  anguished  France, 
And,  'neath  the  banner  of  St.  George,  to  weld 
The  shards  of  Europe  in  a  mighty  realm 
For  Christ  and  England. 
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Katharine 
(^with  rising  indignation) 

So  he  ramps   and  roars 
A  lion   'mid  the  lilies;   slays   my   folk; 
Starves  peaceful  peasants ;  robs  my  merchants ;  burns, 
Harries,  destroys  and  pillages  my  towns — 

(lashing  herself  to  fury) 

Caen,  Avranches,  Domfront,  Pont  de  L'Arche, 

Evreaux,  Alen9on,  Louvier,  and  even  now 

Rouen,  Rouen,   richest,   loveliest   city 

In  all  fair  France,  is  'leaguered  by  the  coils 

Of  this  loathed  English  serpent!  but,  please  God, 

Rouen  shall  never  fall! 

Alain 

(confidently) 

King  Henry   gets 
Whatever  he  desires.  *  *  *  {musingly)     If  it  so  chanced 
That  he   should   love   thee,    charming   Katharine, 
And  crave  thy  hand,  thou  wouldst  at  length  submit. 

Katharine 
(vehemently) 

Never!  I'd  leap  into  the  Seine,  or  hurl, 
This  body  from  the  battlements  to  save 
My  soul  from  such  pollution!       But  I  talk 

(collecting  herself) 
Of  things  impossible.      'Tis  bruited  here 
That  Henry   seeks   to  win  him  Aragon 
By  wedding  the  Infanta. 

Alain 

That's  quite  true. 

Katharine 
Unhappy  lady!    Heaven  send  her  peace! 
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Alain 

{Rising  and  advancing  to  the  wall) 

Enough  of  hateful  talk!  this  is  the  May, 
Love  and  not  hate  should  be  our  sole  discourse; 
Smile  on  me,  Katharine,  and  from  thy  smile 
I'll  weave  a  golden  song. 

Katharine 
(sunshine  after  storm) 

Then  sing,  Alain. 

Alain 

{singing  to  his  lute) 

Whence  is  love  ?  no  one  knows ; 
In  the  flash  of  a  wing 
Swift  it  comes,  swift  it  goes. 

All  unkindled  it  glows 
With  a  kiss,  with  a  sting; 
Whence  is  love?  no  one  knows. 

Like  the  breath  of  a  rose, 
Like  a  shaft  from  its  string, 
Swift  it  comes,  swift  it  goes. 

Tis  a  wild  brook  that  flows 
From  a  far  hidden  spring. 
Whence  is  love.''  no  one  knows. 

Naught  its   will   can   oppose; 

Bid  it  fly,  bid  it  chng, 

Swift  it   comes,  swift  it   goes. 

Envoy. 

Love,  the  dearest  of  foes. 
Thou  world-riddle,  I  sing; 
Whence  is  love.''  no  one  knows; 
Swift  it   comes,   swift  it   goes. 
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Katharine 

(clapping  her  hands) 

Well  sung  and  like  a  lover!  (with  just  a  touch  of  dis- 

appovntment)  Who  is  she 
Whose  memory  is   written   on   thy   face, 
Whose  voice  is  vibrant  in  thy  villanelle? 

A1.AIN 
(with  ardor) 
A  damoiselle  in  exile  from  High  Heaven 
Because  the  envious  angels  cannot  bear 
Comparison  with  her  seraphic  beauty 
And,  jealous  of  its  charm,  have  thrust  her  down 
To  dwell  on  earth.  *  * 

And  thou,  dost  thou  not  love? 

Katharine 

(dreamily/) 
Ah,  yes,  if  it  be  love  to  feel  a  pang 
Of  sudden  longing  and  unguessed  desire, 
A  strange  sweet  pain,  a  hope  that  leaps  and  dies 
Like  a  pale  candle  flame  that,  guttering,  writhes 
And  flickers  in  the  wind;   the  one  I  love 
Hath  bought  my  heart  with  song  and  with  that  song 
Alone  I  must   content  me,   lacking  love. 

Alain 
(earnestly) 
There  is  no  mortal  man  beneath   the  sun, 
Who,  having  seen  thee  as  thou  art  today. 
But  would — though   seven   seas   and  all  the   fires 
Of  deepest  Hell  oppose — outstrive  them  all 
To  win  the  moment's  marvel  of  a  kiss 
Planted  upon  those  quince-flower  lips  of  thine. 
Or  barter  earth,  yea  Paradise  itself. 
To  feel  thy  white  arms  clasp  about  his  neck. 
Lily  of  France,  Flower  of  the  Firmament, 
Come  down,  come  down !     I  love  thee,  Katharine ! 
(She  slips  from  the  wall  into  his  arms) 
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Katharine 

(ecstatically) 

What  hast  thou  done  to  me?  *  *  *  *  *  There  is  a  mist 
Or  rose  before  mine  eyes.  *****  My  bosom  heaves 
Beneath  a  glorious  burden,  and  my  heart 
Leaps  with  mad  joy  *  *  *  *  * 

Alain 

(ardently) 

'Tis  Destiny 
Heart  answers  heart  across  the  waste  of  Time, 
Soul  cries  to  soul,  and  quick  the  answer  comes, 
Like  wind-swift  music,  from  the  infinite; 
The  universe  conspires  for  our  love. 

Katharine 

(entranced) 
Is  this  a  dream,  a  dream  ?  *  *  *  Oh,  do  not  wake  me ; 
Let  me  dream  on  forever. 

AliAIN 

Not  a  dream! 
Love  is   the   great  reality,   all  else 
Is  fantasy  and  anarch  masques  of  sleep. 

Katharine 

This  hour  absolves  us  from  the  primal  curse 
And  Eden's  gates  reopen! 

Alain 

Thy   dark   eyes 
Are  like  deep  mirror  pools  in  silver  forests 
Before  the  moon  comes  up,  like  casements  hung 
With  velvet  curtains  lest  the  light  within 
Flood  forth  and  blind  the  world;  thy  night-black  hair 
Exhales   the  perfume  of  crushed  violets; 
Thy  arms  1***1  love  thee !  love  thee,  Katharine ! 
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Katharine 

And  I  *  *  *  *  how  strong  thou  art  *  *  *  *  and  I 
Love  thee  *  *  *  dost  hear  me  ?  *  love  thee,  my  Alain ! 

{The  convent  hell   begins   to  sound  and  the  embrace  is 
broken) 

Listen!   the  jaundiced   clamor   of   the  bell! 
The  world  grows  jealous  of  our  happiness 
And  bids  us  part. 


Alain 

Let  brazen  envy  clang! 
We'll  give  no  heed  to  it. 


Katharine 

We  must,  we  must ! 
My  vacant  place  by  the  refectory  board 
Will  rouse  the  peaceful  sisters ;  in  alarm — 
Like  black  ants,  when  a  careless  heel  hath  crushed 
The  labyrinthian  galleries  of  their   dwelling 
And  bared  the  toil-reared  fabric  to  the  day — 
Vexed  and  perturbed  they'll  scurry  here   and   there, 
Search  out  each  nook  and  if  they  find  me  here 
Clasped  in  an  unknown  minstrel's  arms,  I'll  suffer 
A  week  of  crusts  and  water,  extra  prayers 
And  penitent  vigils,  followed  by  the  wrath 
Of  my  ungentle  mother,  Isabeau. 


Alain 

Fear  not  thy  dark-coiffed  gaolers  or  the  queen! 
Fly  with  me,  Katharine,  to  my  island  home ; 
Thy  love  is  strong  to  make  me  front  the  world 
Unfearing;  with  thee  ever  by  my  side 
I'd  be  a  king  indeed. 


Katharine 

{drawing  away  from  him) 

No,  no,  Alain! 
I  have  been  mad,  mad,  mad,  to  stay  so  long. 
Thou  hast  bewitched  me  with  thy  sorcerer  songs, 
And  held  me  as  a  serpent  holds  the  bird 
Which  does  not  fear,  but  loves  the  glittering  doom 
A-shine  in  cruel  eyes.     I  have  been  mad, 
I,  Katharine  of  Valois,  daughter  of  many  kings. 
Princess  of  France,  to  traffic  shamelessly 
With  a  base  born  and  vagrant  souled  jongleur, 
A  minstrel  mendicant  *  *  *  *  Aye,  I'm  still  mad, 
My  frenzied  heart  hath  slain  my  wit,  Alain ! 
O  heart's  desire,  what  hast  thou  done  to  me 
That  I  must  love  thee  more,  the  more  I  strive 
Against  it?  *  *  *  Let  me  go!  *  *  Lift  me,  Alain, 
In  thy  strong  arms,  to  the  wall's  cope. 

Alain 

Nay,  heart, 
Unless  thou  promiseth  to  wait  for  me, 
Loving  me  truly,  'til  I  come  again 
To  claim  thee  in  all  honor.     Promise  me! 


Kathakine 
Thyself  art  love;  how  can  I  love  another.'' 
{she  hisses  him) 

Lo,  with  our  parting  kiss  my  hps  are  sealed 
Until  thy  glad  return  shall  set  them  free, 
But  oh!  I  fear  me  thou  willst  not  return. 
Or  if  thou  dost,  thy  faith  may  win  thee  death; 
For  I  am  ringed  about  with  cruelties, 
Rebellions,  feuds,  wars  and  conspiracies ; 
I  am  the  gnawed  bone  for  which  Burgundians 
And  the  Armagnacs  snarling  fight ;  and  swift — 
Belching  the  smoke  of  my  flame  tortured  cities — 
The  British  dragon  crawls! 
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Attain 

In  spite  of  all 
I'll  come  to  thee  again;  yea,  though  I  ride 
Through  bloody  seas,  though  all  the  earth  cry,  "Nay' 
And  all  the  demons  of  the  Pit,  I'll  cleave 
My  path  to  thee  as  I  would  cleave  an  apple 
With  a  grey  sword:  but  tell  me,  tell  me,  Sweet, 
WUt  thou  indeed  receive  me  when  I  come? 


Kathauine 

Yea,  if  in  Satan's  guise,  or  darker  mien 
Of  loathed  Henry  thou  return'st,  Alain, 
I'll  welcome  thee.  *  *  *  Behold  about  my  waist 
This  golden  girdle  *  *  I  unclasp  it  thus 
And  give  it  to  thee  in  eternal  pledge 
That  I  shall  wait  for  thee.  *  *  *  (^the  hell  sounds) 

Now  help  me  mount. 
Or  all  is  ruined. 


Al-AIN 

Kiss  me,  Katharine. 

{they  embrace) 

Up,  Thisbe,  since  fate  wills  that  Pyramus 
Must  be  denied  thee  by  this  churlish  wall. 

{He  lifts  her  to  the  wall) 

And  now  farewell,  heart  of  my  heart,  farewell. 
Kiss  me  again,  and  then  adieu  until 
I  ride  to  claim  thee  with  this  golden  girdle 
Coiled  round  my  casque,  thy  favor. 

Katharine 
{She  leans  from  the  wall  and  kisses  him) 
Adieu,  my  minstrel  love ;  adieu,  Alain. 

{she  disappears  on  the  other  side  of  the  wall) 
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Alain 

(strumming  his  lute,  sings) 

When   lovers   part,   when   touch   and   sight 

Relinquish  their  long  dreamed  delight; 

When  the   last   passionate  hour  is   sped, 

And   the   last   tremulous   word   is    said. 

Life's  day  is  blotted  out  in  night; 

Nor  can  the  lures  of  earth  invite, 

Or  promise  of  new  bhss  requite 

The  soul  by  sorrow  vanquished, 

When  lovers  part: 

Black   droop   the  stars   that   once  flamed   bright. 

In  the  heart's  rose  core  gnaws  a  blight, 

'Til,  windflung  on  the  ground  are  spread 

Her  fragrant  petals  ravished ; 

Death  stands  hard  b}^  dumb-lipped,  pain-white, 

When  lovers  part. 

(He  goes  out  singing.     The  curtains  are  drawn) 
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INTERLUDE 
AND    ACT    II. 


INTERLUDE 


{The  curtains  are  parted  and  the  Player  of  the  Pro- 
logtie  again  appears  and  addresses  the  audience  ) 

Player. 
Good  People: — 

Ye  who  are  wont  to  measure  the  swift  flight  of  time 
by  the  instruments  of  men,  be  it  known  to  you  that  the 
years  of  players  are  counted  on  the  dials  of  the  gods,  to 
whom  your  century  may  be  but  a  moment  and  your  mo- 
ment an  eternity,  unmeted,  unimagined. 

Since  the  last  kiss  of  Alain  died  upon  Katharine's  lips, 
two  years  have  wrought  their  scourge  of  war  upon  un- 
happy France.  After  a  half  year's  brave  defense  against 
hunger  and  the  English  arms,  Rouen  the  beautiful  has 
fallen.  Henry  of  England  is  marcliing  upon  Paris ;  and 
the  Burgundians,  thirsting  for  the  blood  of  the  Dauphin, 
because  of  his  treacherous  murder  of  their  duke,  have  made 
common  cause  with  the  invader.  The  senile  Charles,  still 
king  in  name,  but  under  the  power  of  Duke  Philip  the 
Good,  has  signed  the  Truce  of  Troyes,  and  naught  re- 
mains but  to  satisfy  the  final  demands  of  the  conquering 
Plantagenet,  who  is  now  upon  his  way  to  the  Hotel  de 
Ville,  where  the  demented  king  plays  at  his  childish  games 
and  Princess  Katharine  mourns  in  impotent  anger  the 
destruction   of  her   realm. 

Who  can  foretell  the  doings  of  men  and  kings,  or 
whether  pride  and  the  honor  of  a  crown  can  withstand  the 
puissance  of  human  hearts  ?  Certes,  no  one  can  say ;  but 
this  I  know,  that  when  love  comes  like  a  May  flower,  or  as 
the  withering  fire  of  the  lightning,  few  dare  command  and 
none  oppose  it,  without  hurt.  The  curtains  part  and  I 
must  go;  but  this  I  say,  that  the  union  of  two  human 
hearts  is  greater  in  the  estimation  of  the  gods  than  are 
the  wars  of  monarchs  and  the  destinies  of  empires. 
(Exit  the  Player) 
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HE    GESTE    OF 
THE  GIRDLE 

ACT    II. 


A  terrace  in  the  gardens  of  the  Hotel  de  Ville  at 
Troyes.    May  1420. 

The  parting  curtains  discover  Katharine  seated  at 
her  tapestry  frame  and  near  a  table  upon  which  is  placed 
a  large  gong,  used  to  summon  servants.  She  wears  a  black 
mantle  over  a  scarlet  dress  and  has  a  melancholy,  preoc- 
cupied expression  which  is  sadly  at  variance  with  her  mis- 
chievous gayety  of  two  years  ago.  King  Charles  VI,  a 
grey-hearded,  ataxic-limhed,  old  man  in  rich,  hut  dis- 
ordered and  fantastic  dress  is  playing  the  ancient  game 
of  cup  and  ball.  He  sings  in  a  wavering,  cracked  voice  as 
he  juggles. 

Charles 
(singing) 
Cup  and  ball,  ball  and  cup, 
Up  and  down,  down  and  up ; 
Dance,  little  ball,  dance  while  you  may, 
Cup  will  swallow  thee  straightway: 
Up  and  down,  down  and  up 
Cup  and  ball,  ball  and  cup. 
(He  laughs    childishly,    then   his    manner    suddenly 
changes  to  one  of  stern  imperiousness.) 
Sound  trumpet,  herald,  for  the  tide  goes  out ! 
Twelve   hundred   gallant   vessels   tug  their   chains 
Impatient  to  depart  the  Flemish  coast 
And  bear  my  arms  to  England! 
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(Relapsing  into  his  former  mood.   To  the  ball) 
Wouldst  escape? 
In  the  cup's  maw  thou  goest. 

(holding  his  head  as  if  in  pain:  slowly) 

We've  marched  too  far  today 

I  burn !  I  burn !  Mercy,  O  sun !  my  head !  my  head ! 
******* 

(Laughing  wildly) 
I've  three  score  thousand  lusty  varlets.    Ha ! 
England  is  mine  *  *  *  (plaintively)   What!  lost? 
All  my  proud  fleet  ?  lost !  lost !  "The  storms",  sayest  thou  ? 

(childishly) 
Then  it  were  better  that  we  played  indoors. 
(singing  gayly) 
Cup  and  ball,  ball  and  cup. 
Up  and  down,  down  and  up. 
(He 


(Enter  Malise) 
(She  is  a  comely  maid-in-waiting,  half  servant,  half 
companion  to  Katharine,  with  just  a  trace  of  impudent 
familiarity  in  her  manner.) 

Katharine 
(fretfully,  as  she  plys  her  needle) 
Where  hast  thou  been?     I've  called  for  thee  in  vain. 
Thou  knowest  I  need  thy  aid  to  coif  my  hair, 
And  how  I  hate  that  dull  ten-thumbed  Joan 
Who  combs  it  as  if  she  were  making  hay 
And  pulls  'til  the  tears  come. 

Malise 
(lightly) 

There,  you  see 
How  much  you  really  need  me.      Where  was  I? 
Down  by  the  river,  all  Troyes  was  there 
To  see  the  English  king  who  comes  to  sue 
For  thy  sweet  hand,  my  princess. 
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Katharine 

{rising  indignantly) 

Tison  d'enfer ! ! 
Thief!  butcher!  beast!  I'd  wed  Beelzebul 
Rather  than  do  so  much  as  touch  that  hand, 
Red  with  the  blood  of  France. 

Charles 
{tugging  childlike  at  Katharine'' s  sleeve) 

Come  play  with  me, 
Play,  little  girl  a  while  {attitude  of  martial  dignity)  and 

then  we'll  go 
Riding  our  palfreys  into  London  Town, 
Through  cheering  streets  and  to  the  bannered  abbey. 
Where  England's  diadem  shall  crown  my  head.*     *     * 

{Crying  out  as  with  pain) 
Not  that !  *  *  my  brain  boils !  *  *  Oh,  the  pitiless  sun ! 
We've  marched  too  far  today.     I  thirst!  I  thirst! 
Give  me  a  cup  of  wine  {vaguely) — a  cup  and  ball. 
{Singing) 
Dance,  little  ball,  dance  while  you  may, 
Cup  shall  swallow  thee  straightway. 
{He  plays) 

Katharine 

{sorrowfully) 
Peace,  father;  play  thy  plays,  but  give  me  peace. 

{To  Malise) 
What  kind  of  man  is  Henry.?  tell  me,  girl. 

Malise 
Stalwart  and  tall,  with  tawny  yellow  head 
And  yellow  beard;  liis  eager  eyes  two  swords 
Of  glittering,  blue  steel,  that  dart  and  pierce: 
"Butcher  of  France?"    I  could  love  such  a  one 
And  creep   into   his   great   strong   arms,  content, 
Though  he  were  murderer  of  all  the  world! 
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Katharine 
{with  anger) 
How   dare   you   praise   the   monster   to   my   face, 
This  ghoul,  this  ravaging  Hun,  who  seeks  to  crown 
His  infamies  with  one  last  blow  at  France 
And  make  me  slave- wife  to  his  loathed  bed? 

Malise 
{dreamily) 
He  has  such  strong  white  teeth,  and  when  he  smiles 
They  flash;   his   left   cheek  hath  a  scar. 
White  from  Duke  Alen^on's  brand  at  Agincourt; 
And  in  some  knightly  fantasy — which  sorts 
111  with  the  name  of  "butcher" — he  hath  wound 
A  woman's  golden  girdle  'round  his  helm: 
He  wears  a  hunting  dress 

Katharine 
{in  an  ecstasy  of  self  condemnation) 
God!  what  a  fool! 
Fool!  fool!  was  I,  not  to  have  known  that  he 
Was  not  a  minstrel  but  a  king! 

Malise 

You  cry 
Like  one  possessed.     Henry  a  minstrel!    Why, 
This  is  folly!    tell  me  what  thou  meanst — 
Hath  trouble  turned  thy  reason? 

Katharine 
{stamping  her  foot) 

Silence!  go, 
Go,  go  and  leave  me!    {Exit  Malise  in  wonder)    *   *   * 

This,  then,  was  the  man 
To  whom  I  gave  my  first  love  in  the  May ! 

{bitterly) 
This  dragon  king,  this  barbarous  conqueror, 
This  plague  o'  God,  this  lion,  whose  red  spoor 
Stains    the   crushed   liUes    of   devastated   France; 
This  the  sweet  wooer  who  sues  me  with  the  sword, 
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Tokens  his  love  by   rotting  dead,  and  lights 
His  bridegroom's  path  to  me  with  blazing  towns. 

(Hands  clasped  in  a  passion  of  agonized  prayer) 
O  Mary,  Mother  Mary,  Queen  of  Heaven, 
Defend  me  from  my  love!  *  *  *  Alain!  Alain! 

{She  huries  her  head  in  her  arms  and  sobs  convulsively) 

Charles 
{Grinning  foolishly  and  patting  Katharine  on  the  shoulder) 
The  bonds  are  sealed,  the  marriage  daj'^  is  set ; 
Comes  Prester  John,  post  haste  to  claim  thy  love, 
O  promised  bride  of  Ethiopia — {as  if  trying  to  remember 

something) 
Love?  *  *  *  {laughing  mirthlessly)  what  a  strange  word! 

I  had  love,  they  say 
For  Isabeau,   before   she   killed  my   sons 
And  leagued  with  Burgundy.  *  *  *  What's  Burgundy  ? 
{laughing  like  a  child  who  has  found  some  new  thing) 
Why,  that's  a  wine.     I'll  have  a  cup !  a  cup  I 
j^(j     *     *     *     catch  a  little  flying  ball  in  it. 
{singing) 
Cup  and  ball,  ball  and  cup, 
Up  and  down,  down  and  up. 
{He  plays) 

Voice  of  Henry   {from  some  distance  off  stage.) 

Whence  is  love?  no  one  knows; 
In  the  flash  of  a  wing 
Swift  it  comes,  swift  it  goes. 

{Katharine  listens  tensely) 

All  unkindled  it  glows. 
With  a  kiss,  with  a  sting; 
Whence  is  love?  no  one  knows. 

Like  the  breath  of  a  rose. 
Like  a  shaft  from  its  string, 
Swift  it  comes,  swift  it  goes. 


Katharine 
Strength!  strength!  but  give  me  strength,  O  God, 
To  pluck  this  poisonous  love-weed  from  my  heart 
Lest,  amaranth  like,  its  tendrils  choke  my  soul! 

Voice  of  Henry,   (nearer) 
Tis  a  wild  brook  that  flows 
From  a  far,  hidden  spring; 
Whence  is  love?  no  one  knows. 

Katharine 
The  song  he  made  for  me,  that  bright  May  morn 
Beside  the  convent  wall  in  flowered  Chartres ! 

Voice  of  Henry 
Naught  its  will  can  oppose. 
Bid  it  fly,  bid  it  cling, 
Swift  it   comes,  swift  it  goes. 

Charles 
What  a  song !  what  music !  I  can't  catch  the  words 
Although  I  know  their  meaning.     Hark!  the  bards 
Praise  me  because  I've  conquered  Albion 

{cliildishli^) 
Or  else  because  I  play  tliis  game  so  well. 

(He  plays) 

Katharine 

(musingly) 
How  went  the  Envoy?     "Love  a  foe,"  Ah  yes! 
Love,  the  dearest  of  foes. 
Thou  world-riddle,  I  sing — 

Voice  of  Henry 
Whence  is  love?  no  one  knows, 
Swift  it  comes,   swift  it  goes. 

(Enter  Malise) 
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Malise 

Henry   Plantagenet,   in  hunter's   garb 

Astride  a  great  white  horse,  a  ribboned  lute 

Slung  at  his  saddle  bow,  is  come.     "Good  maid". 

He  cries  ( catching  me  spying  through  the  hedge)  "if  thou 

Serv'st  Lady  Katharine,   pray   grant   a  boon 

To  one  who'd  share  that  service;  say  to  her 

That  it  is  May  once  more  in  blossoming  Chartres, 

The  grey  blade  cleaves  the  apple,  and  Alain 

Hath  come  again  to  claim  his  pledge."  *  *  *  His  words 

Are  strange,  his  blue  eyes  fever  bright, 

'Twould  seem  that   in  the   fall  of   one  mad  king 

We've  raised  another 


Kathakine 
(imperiously) 

Go  to  him  and  say 
That  I  make  traffic  with  no  foe  of  France, 
Though  he  be  thrice  a  king  and  conqueror. 
Alain  was  but  a  minstrel,  not  a  prince; 
I  count  him  dead,  and  death  hath  paid  my  pledge. 

Malise 
(puzzled) 
Thy  words  are  more  fantastical  than  his. 

Katharine 

(strongly) 
Bid  him  begone !  though  he  hath  seized  my  land 
He  shall  not  have  the  heart  of  Katharine; 
It   is   a   castle   wherein   none   may   enter — 
Though  powered  with  puissance  from  all  the  stars- 
Unless   I  draw  the  bolt;  it  is   a  crypt 
Upon  whose  altar  love's  lamp  burns  no  more 
Since  Rouen  fell,  and  requiem  tapers  sucked 
The  air  on  which  it  throve.  *  *  *  Bid  him  begone! 

(Exit  Malise) 
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Katharine 

(sadly) 

Maytime  in  Chartres !  two  little  years  are  gone 
Since  first  Alain  came  singing  at  my  wall, 
Years  ?  nay,  millenniums  of  pain !  *  *  *  O  Thou 
That  madest  human  hearts  like  butterflys 
Athirst  for  nectar,  suffering  them  to  sip 
The  venomed  sweet  'til  palsied,  broken,  blind 
They  fall  and  die  beneath  life's  flagon  rim, 
As  I  am  dying  *  *  *  pity  me,  O  Lord! 

(Enter  Malise  with  the  golden  girdle  which  she  gives  to 
Katharine) 

Malise 

He  says  he  is  Alain  as  well  as  king ; 
And  for  a  proof,  he  bids  me  give  thee  this, 
The  symbol  of  a  treaty  sworn  and  sealed 
Beneath  the  trees  of  Saint  Scholastica. 


Charles 
(plucki/ng  at  Katharvne^s  sleeve  with  childish  petulance) 

Come  play  with  me:  why  dost  thou  let  them  spoil 

My  game  with  talk  of  treaties?    Must  I  sign 

More  parchments?  sign!  sign!  sign!  (imitating  the  mo- 
tions of  writing)    Carlus   Rex 

Rex  Carlus,  Carlus  Rex  (sudden  change  to  a  regal  atti- 
tude)    Why,  Rex  means  king. 

And  I  am  king  of  France,  a  boy  no  longer;  (sternly) 

Sirs  de  la  Fleur  de  Lis,  you  are  dismissed! 

We  are  your  king  henceforth — (starting)  My  uncle  mur- 
dered ? 

Duke  Philip  slain  by  mine  own  son?  (anger)  base  Dauphin! 

Son  or  no  son,  'twill  cost  your  head — (vaguely,  as  if  m 
pain)  no  *  * — mine 

For  the  day  beats  on  it,  we  have  marched  too  far. 

(Brightening)     Come  play  with  me — 


Katharine 
{soothingly) 

No  father,  not  out  here, 
But  if  thou'lt  go  into  thy  chamber,  thou 
Shalt  have  a  picture  book.  *  *  *  (fo  Malise)     Help  me, 

Malise. 
I  would  not  have  the  victor  lion  see 
This  mad  old  mouse  that  once  was  king  of  France. 
{to  Charles)    Come,  little  father,  come! 

{Enter  Henry  V  unobserved) 

Charles 
{whiningly) 

No,  let  me  stay. 
{commandingly)    Am  I  not  king?  who  dares  command  a 

king.? 
{pointing  to  a  fancied  scene)  Behold  my  navies,  with  white 

sails  full  spread 
Like  giant  swans,  ride   down  the  golden  seas 
Toward  yon  purple  haze  where  England  lies 
Fear  stricken,  as  a  hare  whose  quivering  nose 
Scents  the  pursuing  hound  {shouting  exultantly)  On!  on! 

my  caravels. 
With  three  score  thousand  soldiers  on  your  decks ; 
Captains  and  admirals  of  France,  on !  on ! 
Westward  in  power,  God  gives  you  Albion! 

{He  perceives  Henry  and  runs  to  him,  joyously) 

Ah,  thou  art  come  from  Africa  at  last. 
Presbyter  John,  my  son-in-law-to-be, 
Welcome,  thrice  welcome !    Ring  the  marriage  bell ! 
Summon  the  nobles ;  we'll  be  merry  now ; 

Katharine 

{shamed  and  anxious  attempts  to  lead,  him,  axvay) 

Yes,  yes,  but  thou  must  first  dress  for  the  feast: 
Come  to  thy  chamber. 
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Charles 
(pomting  wildly) 

Look!  the  sails  are  black! 
Lost  I  Lost !  my  mighty  fleet !  {with  anguish)  Oh,  woe !  woe ! 
woe! 

Katharine 
(soothingly) 
No,  no, — come,  father. 

Charles 

First  I'll  speak  with  John. 
{He  approaches  Henry  with  the  caution  of  one  who 
fears  that  men  are  plotting  against  him) 

Hist !  don't  betray  me;  (pointing,  confidential  tone)  see  my 

daughter's  lips — 
They're  poisoned,  she  would  kiss  me  to  my  death. 
She  is  in  league  with  moon  and  sun,  Messire, 
To  slay  me  *  *  *  (laughing  like  a  child)  Will  you  play 

with  me  awhile.? 

Katharine 
(beside  herself,  tvith  grief  and  mortification) 
Peace,  father !  this  is  England's  king ; 
Would'st  shame  thyself  and  me? 

Charles 
(with  the  cunning  air  of  a  royal  diplomat) 

My  royal  cousin 
I  had  almost  mistaken  thee  because     ****** 
I've  marched  too  far  today  *  *  *  (thoughtfully)  now  I 

remember 
That  there's  some  business  twixt  us  *  *  *  let  me  see  *  *  * 
Ah  yes,  thou'dst  join  thy  line  with  mine    - 
And  marry  Katharine,  (knowing  laugh)  O,  you  rogue! 
Policy!  policy!  thus  I  won  my  queen,   (coldly  and  quite 
impersonally) 
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Her  name  is  Isabeau;  I  never  loved  her; 
She  slew  my  sons,  (he  weeps)  *  *  *  (startmg)  But  we're 
at  war! 

{shouting) 

On,  on,  my  mariners !  death  to  Albion !  *  *  * 
No? — ^then    pardon   me — my   mind's    confused   today, 
Some  weighty  matter  touching  of  *   *   *   a  ball 
That  in  a  cup  was  swallowed.  *  *  *  I  must  go 
To  Agincourt  where  Henry's  army  lies 
Within  my  power;  tomorrow  he  shall  die. 

(singing) 

Cup  and  ball,  ball  and  cup, 

Up  and  down,  down  and  up; 

Dance   little   ball,    dance   while   you   may, 

Cup  will  swallow  thee  straightway. 

(exit  Charles  singing) 

Up  and  down,  down  and  up, 
Cup  and  ball,  ball  and  cup. 


Katharine 
(scornfully  confronting  Henry  and  pointing  after  Charles) 

Behold  thy  conquest;  is  thy  glutton  pride. 

Thy  dragonish  ambition  sated,  now 

That  thou  hast  seen  the  things  thou'st  warred  upon; 

A  poor,  mad,   feeble,   friendless,   dotard  king 

And  a  lone  woman?     (bitterly  scornful)      Conqueror  of 

France ! 
Bah!  the  idiot,  who  steals  a  baby's  rattle, 
The  giant,  baiting  midge-snares,  these  were  brave 
As  Alexander,  when  compared  with  thee. 
Art  thou  the  man  that  would  have  Katharine?! 

(Henry,  who  since  his  entrance  has  not  taken  his  eyes 

from  her  face,  kneels  and  grasps  her  hand) 
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Henry 

Lily  of  France,  King  Henry  was  God's  whip, 
His  besom  of  destruction,  the  hard  fan 
Wherewith  He  winnowed  this  unhappy  land; 
Henry  is  Heaven's  bailiff,  not  its  scourge. 

(Katharine  attempts  to  draw  away  -from  hvm) 

Hear  me !  I  am  Alain  today ;  the  king 

Is  but  the  crown  and  ermine  in  my  tent — 

And  I  have  come,  my  Katharine,   as  in  May 

I  came  to  thee  one  morn  in  blossoming  Chartres ; 

Not  as  a  monarch  to  a  throned  queen, 

But  as   a  minstrel   sueing  for   the  love 

Of  shepherd-maid 1  love   thee,   Katharine, 

Give  me  thy  love. 


Katharine 

(with  taimting  scorn) 

Well  done,  sir  huckster!  Ah, 
I  know  that  thou  must  make  thy  title  sure 
To  these  thy  pilferings,  by  marriage  bonds 
With  conquered  Valois ;  rise,  sharp  chapman,  rise ; 
Thou'st  bought  my  body  with  the  sword,  thy  slave 
Am  I;  but  mock  not  love  with  lies 
Or  kneel  in  knightly  wise  to  take  thy  goods ; 
The  merchant  stands  to  haggle. 

Henry 

(stung  hy  the  taunts,  springs  to  his  feet) 

Mademoiselle, 
I'd  be  no  less  the  master  if  unwed ! 
By  arms  and  treaty  I  am  king;  my  love 
Is  not  a  pretext,  but  a  tree  grown  stronger 
Each  day  of  those  two  years  since  first  its  seed 
Was  planted  by  thy  beauty  in  my  heart; 
And  I  would  give  my  kingdom,  aye  the  world. 
Could  I  but  have  thine  answering  love  again. 
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Katharine 

Thy  hands  are  vermile  with  my  people's  blood; 

Thy  garments  reek  with  smoke  of  ruined  towns; 

Thy  eyes  flame  hate,  destruction,  cruelty, 

Not  love;  thy  face  is  graven  with  the  tale 

Of  starving  babes,  wronged  women,  slaughtered  men! 

Is  this  the  way  a  minstrel  woos  a  maid? 

O  Henry,  Henry,  I  would  sell  my  soul 

And  hope  of  Heaven,  if  I  might  see  thee  laid 

Stark  on  thy  bier,  with  tapers  at  thy  head; 

For  Heaven  could  find  no  sweeter  sight  for  me. 

Henry 
{doggedly) 
And  yet  you  loved  Alain,  you  loved  Alain. 

Katharine 
Alain   died  in  my  heart  when  Rouen   fell. 

Henry 

Thou'st  loved  me,  thou  still  lov'st  me,  Katharine. 
I'll  prove  it !  I'm  in  Troyes  quite  alone, 
My  soldiers  miles  away;  ail  'round  about — 
Within  thy  call — a  thousand  foes  are  ringed, 
Nobles  of  France,  who  would  pay  life  itself 
To  win  the  fame  of  having  slain  the  king! 

{He  unfastens  his  dirk,  casts  it  on  the  ground  and  folds 
his  arms) 

There  lies  my  poniard;  I  stand  here  unarmed. 
Thou  sayest  thou  lovest  me  not:  take  this  baton 

{pointing  to  the  gong  stick) 
And  strike  the  bell  to  save  thy  crown  and  France. 

Katharine 
{deeply  moved  in  spite  of  herself) 
Thou  darest  to  come  alone?  *  *  * 
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Henry 

Aye,  as  Alain, 
Not  as  the  conqueror,  for  I  would  win 
Thy  glorious  proud  soul  with  deed  as  proud; 
He  is  a  craven  who  pays  coward  court 
With  twenty  thousand  bravoes  at  his  back. 
I  buy  my  love  with  love,  and  in  the  scale 
Cast  my  poor  life  to  make  the  balance  true; 
Thus,  without  conquest,  I  must  conquer.     Strike! 
Strike  if  thou  will'st  *  *  *  *  I  love  thee,  Katharine. 

Katharine 

Thou  hast  not  conquered !  God  hath  heard  my  prayer ! 

0  France,  my  France,  I  will  avenge  thy  v/rongs 
And  free  thee  from  the  spoiler ! 

(she  lifts  the  baton,  hesitates  and  throws  it  down) 

*  *  *  *  No,  not  that ! 

1  will  not  smirch  my  hands  with  blood  of  thine. 
Go !  Go !  God  punish  thee,  not  I ;  begone ! 

Henry 

Strike,  or  admit  thy  love !    I  will  not  stir 
Until  the  bell  clangs  "death,"  or  thy  white  hand 
Is  laid  in  mine,  and  thy  red  lips  once  more 
Meet  mine,   as   once   th}'^   did  beside  the  wall. 

Katharine 

(In  an  agony  of  conflicting  emotions) 

Thou'st  conquered!  Oh  I  love  thee,  love  thee,  love  thee! 

Body  and  heart  and  soul  of  me  are  thine, 

Thine,  thine,  all  thine  t  *  *  *  *  Q  God,  dear  God,  forgive ; 

And  thou,  my  own  true  love,  forgive  me  now 

The  deed  I  do  against  thee  and  myself. 

(with  hysterical  energy) 

I,  daughter  of  France,  will  slay  my  country's  foe 
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And  afterward,  in  torment,  Katharine 

Must  walk  alive  through  Hell  mourning  Alain 

(m  agonized  prayer) 

O  Thou  that  felt  Golgotha's  agony, 

Sweet  Christ,  forgive !     *     *     Thy  sacrifice,  O  France ! 

{She  strikes  the  gong.  There  is  a  moment  of  tense 
silence  and  Germain,  a  man-at-arms,  enters  and  stands  at 
attention,  alert,  with  drawn  sword.) 

\ 

Germain 
Did'st  sound  for  me,  my  lady? 

Katharine 

Yea,  Germain — 

(she  hesitates,   turns  pale  and  leans  weakly  against  the 
table) 

Katharine 

Messire  Alain  has  come  to  sing  for  me; 
Bring  thou  a  lute  *  *  * 

{Exit  Germain) 
{weeping,  she  falls  upon  her  knees  before  Henry) 
Oh,  I  am  weak,  Alain; 
Deal  gently  with  me,  for  I  come  to  thee 
Bereft  of  pride,  naked  of  honor,  lost 
To  all  but  thee.  *  *  *  O  love,  me,  my  Alain, 
For  there  is  nothing  left  me  but  thy  love. 

{Henry  gently  raises  her  and  takes  her  in  his  arms) 
The  curtains  are  drawn. 
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